For Luna Anon,
A promise is a promise.

>Lincoln doesn't dream.
>At least he doesn't think it's a dream.
>All he can sense are sensations; sounds, sights, and the odd, half-formed thought process as he slumbers.
>Even a smell or two.
>A swirling, oily, all-encompassing fog, as if he pressed his palms into his eyes.
>The soft fabric, warm and comfy, sliding si against his skin.
>The smell of fresh sheets and the distinct dustiness of a quiet Sunday morning.
>The quiet, gentle strumming of a guitar somewhere in the house, the location thus far beyond his ability to comprehend.
>Reflexively, he tenses his arms, loosely hugging his beloved Bun-Bun.
>Wait, Bun-Bun's in his room.
>And he...he isn't in his room.
>Is he?
>If Bun-Bun were in his arms, then he wouldn't be in Leni and Lori's-
>And then Lincoln remembers.
>Leni.
>The storm.
>Lori.
>The power outages.
>Both of them.
>And...him...
>With a confused, strained groan, the boy cracks his eyes open to the world.
>"...Mornin'," a sullen, British voice whispers, outside of his field of view.

>"...Luna?" he asks.
>Well, he tries to at least.
>But all that comes out of his mouth is a dry, raspy croak.
>Followed by a string of just as weak coughing.
>The music immediately stops, and his lavender-clad sister is by his side, patting his shoulders, helping him ride it out.
>When he calms down after a minute he notices the small glass of water in her hand.
>With a nod of thanks, he accepts the gift and takes a sip while Luna watches him expectantly.
>And judging from the fidgeting he can see from his peripheral, she's been waiting to talk for a while.
>"They're downstairs," Luna blurts out, cutting him off from his first question. "And, uh...and..."
>She takes his hand in hers, and looks away, towards the open door.
>Towards her open door across from it.
>"Just...just come with me, Linc. Ok?"
>She stares at him imploringly, tugging gently at his wrist.
>He sees how red her eyes are.
>"Please? I brought Bun-Bun so...so you can take him with you," she continues, her whisper quickly rising in pitch.
>Her tone quickly grows more desperate, her tugging turning to yanking.
>"I'll-I'll keep you safe. C'mon, we can be b-bed buddies! Until mom and dad get h-"
>"Luna?"

>Luna's pleading face turns to a stone mask when she hears that voice.
>Straightening up, she whirls around to glare at Leni and Lori.
>The two eldest Louds stand nervously in the doorway.
>Leni's carrying a glass full of smoothie and a small bowl of cut fruit in her hands.
>She looks confused.
>Luna shifts her position, keeping her body between them and her little brother.
>Lincoln can't see her face, but he knows how she acts when she's pissed.
>And holy cow, is she pissed.
>Lastly, Lori's holding a bowl of hot Alphaghetti.
>Her face is...
>Well, she looks like an intern who just found a monkey in the pantry, where all the cupcakes for the Make A Wish kids are.
>Watching, powerless, as the primate tears into another confectionery.
>It's a Mexican standoff between three sisters.
>Looking at the clock, Lincoln notes that it's even five to noon.
>"Luna?" Leni repeats, tilting her gold-maned head, "what are you doing h-"
>Luna's hand clasps Lincoln's wrist.
>The awkward angle tears the last vestiges of sleep from the young boy's mind.
>"Get out of my way," the girl growls, "he's c-coming with me."
>"What are you doing...?" Lori asks quietly.
>Luna's eyes shift to their new target.
>Lincoln doesn't need to see her face to know she's shooting daggers at her sister.
>The boy already knows this is going to turn into a fight.
>And going by how hard she's crushing his poor, abused hand, she's going to start swinging soon.

>"Luna," Lincoln pleads, "Y-you don't have to do this. They didn't hHK!"
>Luna's crushing fingers stifles any dissent from her .
>"What did you just say?" she asks, incredulous. "'What am I doing'?"
>She barks out a short, bitter laugh.
>"You're...you must be joking, right? L-Lori, you..."
>She points at her oldest sister.
>"Let you..."
>She points at the younger sister.
>"F...fuck him."
>She punctuates her charge by yanking her brother against her, crushing him in a side-hug.
>"L-L-Luna," Lori says cautiously.
>Her body shrinks down slightly from her sister's aggression.
>She raises her hands, fingers spread, to show she doesn't want to fight.
>"Let's...l-let's just slow d-down and, uh, t-"
>Lori stumbles back when Luna stomps forward and throws her face into hers.
>"You wanna talk?!" she yells, her face inches from the oldest child. "Ok, yeah! Yeah! Let's talk! Tell me how this great idea of yours worked! You..."
>Luna roughly jabs a finger into Lori's collarbone, forcing her back a step.
>"When you caught her t-touching him, you thought it'd be a great - great!  - idea to, what was it? Teach them how to fuck?!"

>Lori doesn't answer.
>She just stares at Luna like a deer in the headlights.
>Even with his head trapped in the headlock, Lincoln knows that Lori's resolve is about to crumble.
>He can hear her trying to control her breathing.
>But Luna can tell, too.
>And she goes in for the kill.
>"Let me guess," she snaps, a cruel grin on her face. "Because you and Bobby haven't banged in a while, you thought, 'Hey! We're on a break-'"
>She mockingly twitches her free fingers to air quote those last words.
>"'-So it won't be cheating if I get some f-fresh cock!'"
>Luna leans in, dragging Lincoln with her.
>Lori trembles at the sheer viciousness of her words, the Alphaghetti almost slopping out of its bowl.
>Luna's lips almost brush against Lori's as she breathes her coup d'état.
>"Lincoln was just a r-rebound...wasn't he? Just some fresh, easy-access d-dick for you to get your rocks off."
>Lori's cheeks are blotchy.
>Her nose is runny.
>Her eyes are puffy, and glisten with the guilt of a young woman knowing full what she's done.
>"...Wasn't he?"

>And Lori goes down.
>Taking a slow, measured breath through her stuffy nose, Lori tenderly lays the bowl of lunch on Leni's bare mattress.
>Then, spinning on her heel, she struts out of the room.
>They could almost hear her muffled sobs as she flees for the lower level.
>Lincoln knows exactly what Luna's doing.
>He's seen her do this before, at a concert once.
>He knows that she knows she's not as strong as Leni in a straight fight, or as cunning as Lori.
>Hell, she's not even as dirty a fighter as Luan.
>But what she's known for is kicking someone when they're down.
>"Luna-" he mutters, pulling as hard as he can at her arm, wrapped around his neck.
>She will kick until something gives.
>"LORELEI LINDSAY LOUD!" She bellows, her voice booming down the hallway.
>And she will keep kicking until they stop moving.
>The three siblings in Leni's room can hear their oldest sister stumble at the surprise shouting.
>"Stop it, Luna!" Lincoln cries out, now pushing against her side, to pop his head free.
>He's desperate to break it up.
>He can't bear to see his sisters fight.
>But this?
>This isn't a fight.
>No, this...
>"I AM ASHAMED OF YOU!"
>This is an execution.
>Silence.
>Then, with a strangled wail, Lori can be heard running down the stairs, her sobbing snuffing out as couch's springs suddenly screech from her dive.

>And three becomes two.
>Luna turns to stare down Leni.
>Her last obstacle to sanctuary.
>"You," the rocker whispers venomously, "get out of my way."
>Leni doesn't budge.
>She hasn't said a word the entire time Luna ripped Lori apart.
>And now she coolly meets her sister's stare.
>Lincoln can't believe any of this.
>Several questions race through his head.
>What is going on?
>Why won't Luna just talk to them?
>Is Lori Ok?
>Why didn't Leni come to her aid?
>Why is she just standing there?
>Does Luna think she can do this a second time?
>"Luna!" he shouts, his temper now starting to flare up. "What are you doing?! Let me go!"
>"I'm not w-warning you again," Luna snaps, taking a step closer to the door.
>Leni doesn't budge.
>She doesn't respond to any of her sister's threats.
>She just...watches them.
>"LENI!" Lincoln screams, finally having enough. "DO SOMETHING!"
>"It'll be Ok, Lincoln!" Luna shouts back, grabbing him by the shoulders to look him in the eye. "We're almost home f-"
>"LET ME G-"
>"Luna?"
>The two Louds freeze in the middle of their shouting match, both heads turning to look at the remaining sister.
>Seeing that she has an audience now, Leni continues.
>She still has a calm look on her face.
>But something's different.
>"Luna, how long..."
>She pauses to lick her lips.
>"How long have you loved him?"

>Luna feels the boiling blood in her cheeks drain into her stomach.
>Every last drop.
>"Of...of course I love 'im!" she counters, pulling Lincoln's resisting body into a hug. "W-why do you think I'm trying to get him to safety?"
>Leni shakes her head.
>"Luna, you know what I mean."
>She flashes a calm, friendly smile.
>"Luna, it's Ok," Leni repeats, taking a step forward, reaching out to brush her fingers across her sister's cheek. "You can talk to me. Don't be afraid."
>Luna feels her body break into a cold sweat.
>She suddenly finds it hard to breathe.
>She's run out of steam.
>Lincoln stops struggling against her grip.
>She can feel his eyes bore into her.
>Studying her face, gauging her body language.
>"I..."
>Luna has to swallow hard to clear her throat.
>Her voice is much, much smaller now.
>Her knees are practically knocking together.
>"I won't...I won't t-tell mom and d-dad," she stutters. "Just...just let us go. Please."
>She's so close.
>Just ten more steps.
>And he'll be safe.
>So close.
>"Luna."
>The rocker screws her eyes shut at his voice.
>Please.
>"I don't want you to fight."
>Her tired muscles tense up as Lincoln wraps his arms around her waist, returning the hug.
>Please no.
>Then Leni moves in for the kill.
>She joins the hug, embracing her two younger siblings in a now-patented Leni Lock.
>"It's alright, Luna. Let's...just stop. Please."
>Luna's too tired to push her away.
>All she can do is fall to her knees.
>Hold her brother tight.
>And weep.

>Leni rests her cheek against Luna's shoulder blade, closing her eyes and humming softly while stroking her hair.
>Luna sobs pitifully, sputtering apologies to Lincoln, to Lori, to Leni, anyone her exhausted mind could think to apologize to.
>Lincoln struggles to avoid being crushed by two girls much heavier than him.
>After a few moments, Luna starts to calm down.
>Having long stopped resisting Leni's embrace, her blubbering turns into sniffling and whimpering.
>Which is when Leni strikes.
>Hoisting the other two up, she easily pries the rocker off of the boy, and taking her hand, leads her out of the room.
>"Lincoln," she calls, glancing behind her before she leaves. "Eat your lunch, and go find Lori. Tell her to come up, we'll be right back."
>When she sees him nod, she smiles pleasantly, as if nothing happened, and escorts a red-eyed Luna into the bathroom.
>The door closes, and Lincoln draws the deepest breath his small lungs could hold, and with an equally deep sigh, lifts himself onto his feet.
>"Sisters, man," he mutters to nobody.
>Flexing his hand to check for damage, he then sits down on Leni's bed, and picks up the small bowl of now lukewarm noodles.
>He has to eat fast, though.
>He doesn't know how long Leni and Luna will be in the bathroom, and he can still hear Lori crying now and again.
>Taking a sip of melted smoothie and popping an apple slice into his mouth, Lincoln Loud gets to work.

>Luna quietly shuffles into the bathroom, shepherded by Leni.
>Closing the door, the older girl's soft face quickly hardens in the mirror.
>Before Luna can react, Leni leans back and deftly smacks her upside the back of her head.
>"Ow! Leni, wh-"
>Turning around, Luna flinches when she see the finger angrily shake in her face.
>"Do you have any idea how long it took me to get Lori to calm down?" Leni snaps.
>"Uh?" Luna replies.
>Leni takes a breath to answer, but pauses.
>Then pulls her hand back.
>"We...six...no, wait, we got up at six-forty..."
>Then rubs her chin while the gears slowly tick in her head.
>Aside from the light dripping from the tub and the odd creaking from the house, the bathroom is quiet.
>Quiet enough for Luna to start feeling more awkward than guilty.
>"...Four and a half hours," she answers glumly, sitting down on the toilet and resting her chin on her palms.
>Leni counts her fingers, then slowly nods.
>"Yeah...yeah, that's about right."
>Then she realizes what Luna said.
>"Wait, how did you know that?" she asks.
>Luna knows better than to keep this going.
>"...I've been listening to you through the wall," she says with a sigh.
>Now Leni felt doubt creeping in.
>"For how long?"
>Luna looks away, wiping a stray tear from her eye.
>"Just before Lori came home," she confesses, "last night."
>Leni feels her cheeks brighten at the implications.
>"So you heard...?"
>"Everything," Luna says, "everything, yeah."
>Silence fills the room again as Leni considers her options.
>She didn't see many, but honestly, she didn't really plan this far ahead.
>This is usually Lori's forte.

>"And, uh," Leni pauses to run her fingers through her hair, "how did hearing all that make you feel?"
>Luna looks away again, but this time doesn't bother wiping her eye.
>"I...I wished it were me," she admits quietly, before before sniffing loudly. "I hate feeling this."
>"Why do you say that?" Leni inquires, turning on the the sink to soak a cloth.
>"Why do I s-"
>Luna turns to stare at Leni.
>"Leni, are you for real? I shouldn't have these feelings. N-none of us should."
>Leni doesn't answer immediately.
>She kneels down beside her sister, cloth in hand, and gently starts washing her face clean.
>She leaves the sink running, letting the room fill with steam.
>"Answer something for me," Leni says, rinsing the cloth before focusing on Luna's neck. 
>"Muh?" Luna mumbles, relaxing into the soft, wet fabric.
>"When did you start feeling this? Shirt, please."
>Pulling back, she gives Luna the room to lift her shirt up and over her head.
>And the cloth is back, massaging the stress out of the girl's body with each pass.
>"I was...eleven. It was after the concert," Luna mumbles. "My first concert. Nobody...no one took me seriously when I said I wanted to be a rocker."
>"Except Lincoln?" Leni guesses.
>"Except Lincoln," Luna answers, letting out a pleasant sigh when the cloth starts massaging her collarbone.
>"He was the only one who supported me," she continues, wiping more tears from her eyes. "He...he encouraged me to follow my heart."
>She shakes her head, but this time there's a smile on her face.
>"He loved everything I wrote, helped me learn music, and...well..."
>Leni interrupts her with a soft kiss to the forehead.
>"And he helped me get over my fear of storms," she whispers. "And he's going to help Lori, too."
>Luna whimpers when Leni kisses her again, this time on the lips, at the same time the cloth goes lower.
>To her chest.

>"Listen," Leni says, slowly massaging her sister's chest, "I'm not greedy. I'm willing to share Lincoln if it makes him happy."
>She stops talking, and waits for Luna to open her eyes.
>Seeing the flash of blue, she continues.
>"But only if you're willing to share, too."
>And now Leni doubles her efforts.
>"You hurt me this morning, you know."
>Luna's lip twitches.
>The doubt starts creeping in.
>The uncertainty.
>"You hurt Lori more. Up."
>The guilt.
>"Come on, up," Leni repeats, tapping Luna's knee.
>With shaky legs, Luna obeys, raising to her feet for Leni to unlatch her skirt.
>Before she can sit down, though, Leni slips in behind her, pulling her down ontop of the bigger girl.
>"So here's the deal," Leni whispers in her ear.
>She taps Luna's legs, easily goading them to spread wider.
>"After this, I'm going to help you with your makeup."
>The cloth returns, fresh and warm, to rub at Luna's tense thighs.
>"And when we leave, Lori will be in our room."
>Luna's breathing hitches when the cloth creeps higher.
>Steadily higher.
>"Le-Leni-"
>"And you are going to apologize to your big sister," Leni breathes, stopping to kiss her ear. "And tell her you love her. And if you say no..."
>Luna groans in protest when the warm cloth disappears.
>Which turns into a squeal when Leni's fingers brush against her inner legs.
>"You don't get your pie," Leni warns. "Deal?"
>Luna's breathing heavily now.
>She feels like she's on fire.
>She tries to lean back into Leni's frame.
>To push her hips higher.
>To get her sister's fingers higher.
>But Leni easily holds her down.
>"Do we have a deal?" she repeats softly.
>"...Y...yes," Luna whimpers.
>"Good."
>Luna moans softly when Leni's teeth nip into her ear.
>She moans louder when her fingers trail up, digging teasingly into her panty's elastic.
>"Now, stand up again, real quick. Let's get these things off of you..."

>Fifteen minutes ago.
>Lincoln wipes his mouth, fully sated.
>That was a nice lunch, if a little late to the party.
>He places the now-empty bowl and glass onto Leni's nightstand, to prevent spilling anything onto her mattress.
>Speaking of Leni, though...
>He looks over at the clock, his face passive.
>12:17 PM.
>He then looks at the open door, his face more apprehensive.
>Leni and Luna have been gone for almost ten minutes now.
>Stretching and getting up, he leans out the door and looks a the closed bathroom.
>He would try to listen through the door, but the water's been running the entire time.
>And Leni's got a sixth sense for when someone's peeping.
>...Wait.
>Lincoln narrows his eyes.
>Did he...
>He rubs his chin.
>He feels like he forgot something...
>"A huh huhhuh...."
>He can hear a soft, weak sobbing flutter up from downstairs.
>And then it hits him.
>"Oh jeez, Lori, that's right!" he hisses.
>And down the hall he goes.

>Practically throwing himself down the stairs, Lincoln looks into the living room first.
>Empty, like the empty cartons of pomegranate and rainbow sherbet littering the couch.
>Lincoln grumbles in frustration.
>Getting up, he jogs into the living room, past the mess, and into mom and dad's room.
>Empty.
>Closet too.
>Walking back towards the stairs, he turns the corner, passes Lori, and enters the ki-
>He freezes beside the kiddy table.
>That was fast.
>Walking back out, he watches Lori for a few seconds.
>Face buried in her arms.
>Her wild golden hair splayed everywhere.
>Another...two tubs of orange sherbet melting in front of her.
>Where did she find all these?
>Shaking his head, Lincoln tentatively approaches his oldest sister.
>"Lori...?" he calls gently, reaching slowly.
>Lori's always been a little high maintenance.
>But right now she's a veritable powder keg filled with ball bearings in a paint mixer.
>She shuffles in her seat, trying to scoot her away from her brother's hand.
>But the thing's on carpet.
>So no such luck.
>Lincoln lightly taps her shoulder, resting his fingertips on her blouse.
>She stops scooting, and the house becomes silent again.
>Lincoln, eyes screwed shut, quietly counts to ten, fearing for his safety along the way.
>When he gets to fifteen, he cracks an eye open and peeks at his sister.
>She's still sniffling, but she hasn't moved.
>And his fingers are still attached.
>That's a definite plus.
>"Lori?" he tries again, taking a little itty-bitty step towards her.
>"Leni..."
>He pauses to swallow the hard lump in his throat.
>"Leni asked me to...bring you upstairs."
>Lori doesn't answer at first.
>Then...
>"Please, huh, go away," she whispers back, muffled under hair and arm. "J-just, huh...please guh-go."

Alright.
>No.
>He's not putting up with this.
>"Lori," he tries again, this time his straining to contain his annoyance.
>"Leni."
>He stops and stares at her, waiting for her to register his words.
>"L-Leni...?" she repeats.
>Good.
>"Is dealing. With Luna."
>He waits again, this time getting a nod slightly faster than before.
>"Now," he says, a patronizing, sarcastic grin on his face, "Leni told me, to get you, and take you upstairs."
>Another pause.
>He pets her hair, smoothing some of her razzled gold strands.
>Another nod.
>"And if Leni comes out of the bathroom."
>Pause.
>Nod.
>"And she doesn't see us in your room."
>No need for a pause this time.
>Lori nods instantly, worry growing on her face.
>Lincoln's, however, loses the smile.
>He scowls at his sister.
>His oldest sibling.
>His newfound lover.
>His beloved pain in the butt.
>"She's going to come down and bring you up herself."
>Lori's eyes flick between Lincoln's eyes and mouth.
>Then further down, from the firm, buck-toothed line.
>Down to the faint scratches she could see peeking from under his shirt.
>Her scratches.
>Lori buries her face back into her arms, panting loudly, terrified.
>Lincoln groans loudly, running his hand through his hair in frustration.
>Alright, that's it.
>Plan B.
>"Lori?" Lincoln singsongs.
>"Go away."
>Lincoln turns to leave.
>"Do you remember Bobby's phone number by heart?"
>He doesn't need to look behind him to know she's poked out of her shell.
>"Buh-Bobby boo-boo...Bobby? Nuh...no?"
>Lincoln takes a step up, his face neutral.
>"And...his address?"
>"...N-no?"
>Jackpot.
>"Well, Lori," Lincoln says, glaring at her, "you left your phone upstairs."
>He's halfway up the staircase.
>"And if you aren't in there, with me, by the time I count to ten..."
>His chest disappears past the ceiling.
>"I'm going to delete everything about him from your phone."

>"YOU-"
>That gets her attention.
>"YUH-YUH-YOU"
>There's a loud crash as Lori kicks the chair out into the wall.
>"YOU WOULDN'T."
>She's at the foot of the stairs.
>Lincoln ignores her.
>"One."
>Lori takes a step up the stair, before stopping.
>"You...you don't even kn-kn-know my password!" she calls up.
>He glances down at her.
>She glares up indignantly.
>Man.
>She really doesn't want to come up.
>Lincoln fakes a yawn.
>"Four-one-four-three," he retorts.
>Lori's face falls flat.
>"Two."
>"Lincoln!" she cries, dropping to her knees. 
>Lincoln notices how raspy her voice sounds.
>"I-I can't...Why are you doing this?"
>"Because I am tired of this!" he shouts back.
>Seeing Lori shrink from his outburt, he continues.
>"I am tired of you and Leni and Luna - and Luna! - acting all weird with me!"
>"But-" Lori tries to say.
>Nope.
>"I'm not done!" he shouts, "I'm tired of you fighting! All of you fighting!"
>He stomps on the floor, ignoring the brief flush embarrassment.
>Even though he's mad, he knows he look like a brat doing that.
>But he can't stop.
>"I am sick of you fighting each other! I don't want you fighting over me!"
>He waves his sore hand at her.
>"And I am definitely sick of getting hurt trying to break it up!"
>Lori falters at that last bit, hanging her head as his words dig in to her already low self esteem.
>"Now," he states, his voice firm.
>"You are going to come up here, and we-Lorelei, look at me!"
>Lori's hair flicks up as her eyes raise to meet his.
>"We are going to your room, and we are going to wait. For Leni. To come back. Is that clear."
>But even after the shame-infused browbeating, Lori still falters.
>"But..." she whimpers, her fingers tapping against the banister.
>"FIVE!"
>"Wait, wh-"
>"EIGHT!"

>"Ni-igh?!"
>Lori roughly shoves Lincoln aside, easily knocking the younger boy to the ground as she sprints into her room.
>He's not even on his knees before the door slams shut and locks.
>How in the world did that woman run upstairs that fast?
>Lincoln, shaking his head, fishes into his pocket.
>No matter.
>He can hear a loud crash and a desperate shriek through the wood.
>"Four-one-four-three," he mumbles, dragging his finger along the screen.
>He's done playing.
>Lori's door opens.
>It slowly creaks open.
>Lori shuffles out.
>Her head is down.
>Her hands are drawn up.
>"Six hundred photos of Bobby," Lincoln dictates.
>She stops right in her tracks.
>"Nine hundred photos of you AND Bobby."
>Lori's hands raise to press against her face.
>She tips over, her shoulder slack against the drywall.
>"Five hun...wait, that's a comma..."
>Lincoln quickly counts the messages.
>"Five thousand, one hundred and twenty-two texts?"
>Lincoln stares, gobsmacked, at his wreck of a sister.
>"You've known the man for four months, Lori. Oh my God."
>"You win."
>Lincoln blinks.
>"You win, Ok? Let's just go..." she croak, pulling off a fairly solid impression of Lucy.
>Lincoln rolls his eyes, and with a quick dusting of his pants, is back on his feet.
>Taking Lori's hand, he guides her back to her room.
>He feels bad breaking her down like that.
>Actually, now that he looks at the state she's in...
>He feels really bad.
>"Lori?" he asks gently, watching her close the door behind them.
>She doesn't answer.
>She just stands there.
>Waiting at the door.
>"Lori, I didn't...here."
>He offers Lori her device.
>"I didn't delete anything, Ok?"
>She doesn't budge.
>Lincoln sighs.
>"I'm...I'm sorry I yelled at you. You...didn't deserve that."
>Still holding the phone, he wraps his around her waist.
>Hoping a hug would snap her out of it.
>"I love you. You know that, right?"
>Lori shifts uneasily at the unwanted contact.
>But she doesn't push him away.

>Lincoln feels his arms stretch as his sister takes a deep, slow breath.
>Then, her hands creep down to touch his hair.
>Just as slowly, she lowers herself to her knees.
>Her cheek sticks against his as her arms snake under his.
>"I love you too, Lincoln," Lori whispers into his ear.
>He can feel her tears run down between their cheeks.
>"I...I love you so much."
>Her voice is an octave deeper.
>She can't seem to raise it higher than a loud whisper.
>Her voice has given out on her.
>Lincoln moves his arms to her shoulder blades, rubbing small circles against her knots.
>His eyes scan the room for something. 
>"I'm sorry," she croaks. "I'm so, so sorry."
>Her grip tightens as she takes another wavering breath.
>Oh no, she's about to cry again.
>"Lori, don't cry anymore," Lincoln pleads quietly.
>He squeezes as tight as he can, still trying to rub out the knots.
>"It's Ok. You aren't in trouble. Just...enough tears, alright? Here."
>He slowly pushes her up, using his body as a crutch.
>"Your bed's comfier than the floor."
>Passing the vanity mirror, Lincoln finally spies what he was looking for.
>Reaching quickly, he plucks the comb off Leni's dresser as he escorts her to her mattress.
>To Help her feel comfortable, Lincon wraps her in her comforter, and supports her back with some pillows.
>Then he gives her her phone back.
>Getting behind her, Lincoln starts with a quick shoulder rub.
>Then he picks up the comb, and gets to work on the gold mess above Lori's neck.
>A few minutes in, he decides to take a quick peek over her shoulder.
>She's in her albums.
>Pictures of her and Bobby.
>He knows better than to stick his nose where it doesn't belong.
>But if it'll help...
>"Lori?" he asks softly, smoothing out another portion of blonde hair.
>"...Hmm?" she grunts, her thoughts somewhere else
>Well, in for a penny...
>"...What happened with Bobby, exactly? At that party?"
>Lori answers faster than he expects.
>"Do you remember a girl named...Verity St. Pierre?"

>Lori tells him everything.
>The party.
>The fight with Bobby.
>The near-brawl with Verity.
>Her history with Verity, and his too.
>Then a short break.
>Lincoln fetches her a glass of water for her throat.
>she talks about the meeting she had with Bobby yesterday.
>He agreed to a break between the two lovebirds.
>But on two conditions.
>First, that she tell Lincoln everything that happened.
>Secondly, deliver a message for his little bro.
>That he was sorry, and he made a horrible mistake.
>He was taken advantage of, yes, but he should have waited for his babe.
>If Lincoln hates him after hearing this, so be it.
>But don't stop being friends with Ronnie Anne because of him.
>After that, the two siblings cuddle with each other, until Lori conks out.
>Tuckered out as well, Lincoln lays back, resting his head against her shoulder.
>He closes his eyes, listening to Lori's heartbeat...


>"...doesn't hurt, does it?"
>Lincoln stretches sleepily, rubbing his head against the two pillows under him.
>Mumbling, the boy hugs the giant, slender arms of Bun-Bun, trying to urge himself back to sleep.
>And then Bun-Bun squeezes back.
>And snores.
>Lincoln's eyes crack open.
>Flicking around, taking stock.
>Lori and Leni's room.
>Lori's bed.
>Lori's missing.
>Wait.
>He realizes the mattress beneath him is breathing.
>Lori's breasts swell slightly with each snore, pressing warmly against his head.
>No wonder he feels so comfy.
>Lori's heartbeat thumps calmly against the back of his head.
>But Lincoln's ears strain, trying to figure out what's changed.
>...It's the water.
>The water's stopped running.
>"It shouldn't hurt too much if he's gentle," a voice says from the hallway, "just...try not to overexcite him. He, uh...he'll bite."
>Now he's fully awake.
>Pulling himself free from Lori's embrace, Lincoln stumbles out of her bed just as Leni knocks on the door.
>"Lori? Can we come in?"

>Quickly rubbing the sleep from his eyes, Lincoln straightens his shirt and unlocks the door.
>"Stay here for a second, Luna."
>Leni pushes the door open, peering in at her roommate and lover.
>She leans down to plant a soft kiss on his cheek.
>He feels his heart swell from the act.
>He forgot how sweet she is.
>"Thanks for being so patient, Lincy~" she coos.
>Then she looks behind him, at the still-prone Lori.
>She cocks an eyebrow.
>"I...would have preferred she be awake, though."
>She looks back at Lincoln, her eyebrows scrunched in worry.
>"What happened?"
>Lincoln tugs at his collar, lowering his gaze out of habit.
>"She told me about the party."
>Leni's face scrunches into cringe.
>"And...Verity, too, huh?"
>Lincoln just nods.
>Leni reaches down and pets his soft hair.
>"Oh, Lincy...I'm sorry. We should have told you together."
>She straightens up, and pushes through the door.
>"Stay here, Luna. I'll talk to Lori first. Don't want her to, like, have a heart attack."
>Ruffling his hair again, Leni passes Lincoln and beelines for her big sister.
>"Lori...Lori~" Leni calls quietly, punctuating each name drop with a feathery kiss to Lori's face.
>And a tiny puff of air for good measure.
>Lori quickly starts to fuss from the teasing.
>Lincoln turns away from the show to look at Luna.
>She keeps her eyes firmly locked onto Lola and Lana's room.
>Shifting her weight back and forth on her feet, her left arm stretches straight down, clutching the hem of her skirt.
>Her right hand wraps around her own waist and clutches her elbow.
>The blush on her face creeps down past her neck.
>He's about to greet her when Leni calls out.
>"Ok, Luna, you can come in now."
>Luna takes only two steps before Leni's in front of her.
>Lincoln can hear her whisper.
>"remember the deal."
>Luna nods, and with rubber legs plums over to Lori.
>Leni turns to Lincoln.
>She motions towards the door, taking his hand.
>"They could use some privacy," she whispers.

>Closing the door behind them, Leni leans down to hug her little man.
>"I missed you," she breathes, her hands slipping up his shirt to explore his skin.
>She kisses his cheek, sighing happily as she rests her chin on his head.
>"I missed you too, Leni."
>Lincoln returns the hug.
>His hands slip down to her hips.
>But he knows she wants something.
>"So what did you do about Luna?"
>He reaches up to tuck a stray lock of hair behind her ear.
>"The same thing I did last night with Lori, silly," she mumbles, rubbing her cheek against his palm.
>She pulls him closer, peppering his lips with kisses before pressing hard.
>Lincoln accepts the kiss, melting into her embr
>He squeaks in surprise when he feels her hand squeeze him down there.
>"Listen," Leni whispers, pulling back to look her brother in the eye. "Luna needs you right now, Ok?"
>Lincoln pants from the combination of the makeout and the massage she's giving him.
>"Uh...uh huh," he grunts, leaning into her shoulder.
>"But she's scared, Lincy. She's very scared, and needs you to be there for her."
>Leni hugs him again, squeezing him as hard as his little bunny body can take.
>"Go to your room, be gentle," she instructs.
>She taps him lightly on the nose.
>"And no biting."
>She leans back to peek into her room.
>"Luna, are you done? Come on, it's time."
>Hefting herself up, she plays with Lincoln's hair while Luna finishes talking to Lori.
>A few seconds later, a red-faced girl in lavender stumbles out.
>Her knees are shaking.
>"Remember what I told you," Leni whispers in her ear, grabbing her hand.
>She gives it a squeeze for luck, before passing it to Lincoln.
>"Go get her, tiger," she whispers to her brother, playfully patting his bum to get them going.
>She goes inside her and Lori's room, trusting all will go well.

>"How'd it go?" Leni asks, sitting down beside Lori.
>Lori looks down at the floor, kicking her feet absentmindedly.
>"She said she was sorry for what she said."
>"That's it?"
>"And that she loves me."
>Leni leans over and rests her head on her sister's shoulder.
>"A lot has happened, huh?"
>Lori tilts her head to press against Leni's.
>"Yeah."
>"A lot's changed."
>"Yeah..."
>"But we'll get through it, Lori. We all have each other."
>Lori closes her eyes.
>She just sits there, with her sister, listening to the house settle.
>"You told him about Bobby, huh?"
>"Hmm."
>"Feel better about that?"
>"...Hmm."
>Lori feels Leni's fingers creep against her own, wriggling into the spaces between to hold her hand.
>She hasn't felt this at peace in months.
>"You know," Leni whispers coyly.
>Lori can tell she's grinning.
>She just knows it.
>"We're gonna have to sit down and talk about a proper Lincy-time schedule."
>Lori can't help but chuckle at the audacity of it all.
>She helped guide her and him on their first time.
>Then got roped into a threesome.
>And just a moment ago gave her blessing to Luna to have her turn.
>"Well," Lori answers, the faintest hint of a smile on her lips.
>She peeks down at the golden mane beside her.
>"I call Fridays."
>Leni snorts.
>"Wednesdays," she giggles back.

>Lincoln leads Luna down the hall.
>She tries to walk as slow as possible, but he forces her to keep pace.
>Every now and again, Luna has to stop and regain her composure.
>And every time, Lincoln holds her and lets her calm down before continuing.
>"Are you and Lori good now?" he asks, trying to lighten the mood.
>Luna simply nods her head, keeping her eyes pointing straight down the hall.
>Towards his door.
>Feelings herself grow smaller as the frame grew larger before her.
>Eventually, there's only so much she can stall before they're there.
>She's scared.
>Her sweaty hand clutches his.
>She tries to squeeze his palm.
>He calmly squeezes back.
>Luna swallows her nerves and forces herself to look at him.
>Lincoln calmly smiles back at her.
>She can't help but feel swallowed up by the seas of blue.
>The muse to many of her songs.
>The source of many of her fantasies.
>She's scared out of her mind.
>She smiles back at him.
>Lincoln squeezes her hand again.
>This time Luna squeezes back.
>But she trusts him.
>Time slows down for a moment when his free hand reaches up.
>A small, quiet voice whispers in her mind.
>You can take him now.
>Run downstairs and out the door.
>Hide out at Tabby's house.
>You can do it.
>You can still save him.
>But Luna pushes the thoughts aside.
>His fingers wrap around the doorknob.
>She trusts him.
>Lincoln twists, and pushes.
>She loves him.
>He turns to look at her again.
>How can his eyes be so blue.
>She loves him so much.
>Luna follows Lincoln into his room.
>The door shuts quietly behind them.

Epiogue: Pax Acoustica
Stormbringer
~Fin~